BAGDAD

some sort of esteem by being allowed to see Sir Percy ; I gave
fom firstly clearly to understand that Sir Percy could not re-
ceive him and he retired in disorder. It was a great satis-
faction.

Friday, July 8//&.

LaSt night the Naqib gave a dinner to Faisal in his house
opposite his own mosque.    The English gueSts were Sir
Sir Percy and his Staff.   All the reft were the Ministers and
Notables of Bagdad.   Sir Percy took me.   The Streets were
crowded with people as we drove up ; the Naqib's family re-
ceived us at the door and we climbed up two flights of Stairs
into a roof overlooking the mosque, a sort of wide balcony*
It was carpeted and lighted; the mosque door opposite was
hung with lamps and the minarets ringed with them.   The
Naqib was sitting with the Ministers; he got up and faltered
forward to meet Sir Percy, a touching and dignified figure. The
reSt of the gueSts some TOO I should think, sat below us on the
open gallery which runs round two sides of the courtyard on
the first Story of the house. A burning wind blew on us while
we drank coffee and talked till the clapping of hands in the
Street announced the arrival of Faisal. The Naqib got up and
helped by his personal physician walked across the whole of
the carpeted space and reached the head of the Stairs just as
Faisal's white-robed figure appeared.    They embraced for-
mally on both cheeks and walked back hand in hand to the end
of the balcony where we were all Standing up. Faisal sat down
between the Naqib and Sir Percy and after a few minutes
dinner was announced.   Faisal, Sir Percy, the C in C and I
went down: then the Naqib with a servant on each side of
him to help him.   The long dinner-table Stood on the open
gallery. Faisal sat in the place of honour opposite the Naqib
with tiie C. in C. on one side of him and I on the other.... It
was a wonderful sight that dinner party. The robes and their
uniforms and the crowds of servants, all brought up in the
Naqib's household, the ordered dignity, the real solid magr
nificence, the tension of spirit which one felt all round one, as
one felt the burning heat of the night.   For, after all, to the
beSt of our ability, we were making history.
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